-)"!oci"inj" 'Eyc;

Mother, Inu
Jl:‘rlphl |mﬁ blue an
M

And they mock at

Plue or
For dlsdain can «
Hope rovives whe

When the''re green

Life revives when t

Ah!

Lures to dasale w
Who Indesd wotil
Bave the heart that

Ah! for them, for
And they mock at

for them, for ttwm I die;

en, whiche'er the
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Mrs. J. Arthur Smythe was easily
the leader of Huntingdon's Four Hun-
dred. She had established her right
to the title on a hundred battlefields,
and while certain captious and dis
satisfied persons stlll persisted In re-
ferring to the origin of her appear-
ance In the soclal whirl, all such cap
tlous critics found themselves most
embarrassingly placed and Invariably
became exceeding sorry that they had
spoken.

In vain was It that those enemies of
Mrs. Smythe or those opposed to her
sway, recalled that, after all she was
only the wife of old Jake Smith, and
that the foundation of Jake's fortune
was lald In the tavern down on the
cross-ronds. In valn was ft that her
opponents polnted out that the origin
of the falr Mre. Smythe herself was
clouded In rumor and surmise. For
after all gquestion and rumor and sur
mise had done thelr worst, the great
fact remained that old Jake had made
his milllons and had left them to his
charming widow, Also was it true
and evident that whatever her origin
Mre. Bmythe was a woman of most
congpleuous talent and charm and her
executive ability was such that all the
other daughters of Eve in the town of
Huntingdon had reason to fear and re-
spect her. In valn was It to Inquire
how the good honest old name of Jake
S8mith had developed Into J. Arthur
8mythe., Those who had Inquired had
found out even unto the fullness of
their several desire—and never In-
quired again,

Her parties were charming. So de-
lightful was her tact and so great her
resources that everybody was glad to
go. They always were entertained
perfectly, and moreover, they always
heard the very latest bit of gossip and
were initlated Into the very latest so-
cinl fad. Hence It was that on a cer-
tain evening Richard Sherry found
himself howing over her falr hand In
the Bmythe drawing room,

“Why, Mr. Bherry, this is a compll-
ment, indeed” exclulmed the hostess.
“To begulle a recluse and A woman
hater from his lair i8 & feat Indeed.
The party is assuredly a success,”

The man smiled gravely,

“One I8 always sure to be bright-
ened up and have one's wits sharp-
ened hero, Mrs. Smythe,” he sald.
“What I8 It to be tonight—theosophy,
a new artist, o« musieal prodigy, vaude-
ville or a literary lion."

“A poor guess,” she responded,
brightly. “What would you say to
palmistry?"

“Palmistry,” he repeated: “Ah, 1
see, Dark-eyed gypsy girl and all
that.”

“Still wrong,” she replled. “I've
found such a darling. Do you remem-
ber the Raymonds who used to live
here and moved south or somewhere
five years ago? Yes, [ thought you
knew them. Well, Dr. Raymond lost
his fortune and died and Mrs. Ray-
mond and her daughter are back here
agaln trying to support themselves.
The girl hns developed a perfect gen:
fus for palmistry and does quite a bit
along that line. [ have engaged her to
come here to-night and read palms.”

He did not answer. His eyes were
far away and the hostess, thinking he
wis bored with the conversation,

Alone with his thoughts.
changed the subject and pussed him
along to the bevy of preity girls al-
ways to be found at her right hand.
He soon made his escape, however,
and passed iInto the conservatory
where he could struggle alone with his
thoughts,

Remember Florence  Raymoud!
What else, Indeed, had he been doing
for the past five years, slnce he had
thrown himself at her feet and asked
her to be his wife., It had been the
one great passion of his life and he
bad always felt sure that she returned

his love, but she had felt it her duty
to remaln with her father In his mis-
fortune and had resolutely refused to
permit an engagement or even an un-
derstanding, remarking that it would
be unfair to spoll his life by holding
out a hope which probably never
would be fulfilled and would further
keep her mind In a state of distrac-
tlon, Sherry had taken It hard and
abandoned socloty for business and
books. The shock he recelved at Mrs,
Smythe's disclosure that Florence was
to be there and In such a role was se-
vere and brought back a flood of mem-
orles,

His reverle was cut short by Mrs.

Gazed upon the woman of his dreams.

Smythe, who dlscovered him in the
conservatory,

“Come, come, this will never do,”
she cried, tapping him with her fan.
“When the hermit comes to Rome he
must do as the Romans do. Come and
have your hand read.”

Unresisting he followed her to the
library, where the entertainer was
reading the palms of all comers.

“l1 have found a splendld subject,”
sald Mrs. Smythe, trlumphantly.
“Here is the enlgma of the town. We
|wun! to know why so fascinating a

man should be n recluse and a woman-
hater. We want also to know his fate
~hls love affalrs, past and present.”

Sherry guzed upon the woman of his
dreams, and she looked up straight in.
to his eyes, grave and unresponsive,
She was not n guest and knew her
place. He also knew his. But he was
startled at her, unchangeable beauty.
The years seemed not to have told at
all upon her, Indeed In the short
gypsy skirt and with her halr down
her back she seemed younger than he
had ever seen her. And :ot there was
an Indefinable something In her eyves
which made her seem more mature
and womanly—something as (hough a
great sorrow had chastened her,

He placed his hands in hers. She
followed the lines Intently, looked at
the fingers and genernl shape of the
hunds.

“You will live to a very old age"
she sald! “l do not sve much sick
ness, past or future, Your head is ox
coptionally strong. No mental trou
hle will overcome you. You are in
tellectual, fairly artistiec and a money
muker."”

“And
Smythe.

"His heart Is well under control, hut
he Is capuble of a great and ablding
wve for a woman."

“ls his passlon passed or to come?”
relentlossly pursuned Mrs, Smythe

"1 see o strong line sbout the ag
of 30" sald the girl slowly and very
low. It soems to be cut and baveed
1t looks ke some obstacle.”

“And the fMiture? insisted
Hmythe

The girl looked long and ecarnestly
She was breathing o teifle faster and
the color had come into her face,

“l ennnot see the future,” she sald,
and then dropped his hand with o ges.
ture of exhaustlon. “l am very tired
Mrs. S8mythe, and really must beg Lo
be excused from any more work to
nizht.”

The crowd drifts back Into the
drawing room and the palmist slips
into the conservatory, Sherry follows
her unohserved.  After a time they re
appear In the drawing room, where
Mys, Smythe I8 recelving the congratu
| lations of her last departing guests,

“Mrs. Bmythe," suld S8herry, 'l will

fini<h the rending of my own pialm
T barrler has bheen removed and the
cne great passion of my life for the
| one womun in the world Is to be re-
allzed. Mrs, Smythe, permit me to
present the future Mrs Sherry, and to

his  heart? put In  Mrs

Mrs

thank you for the happlest evening
in my life."

And Mrs. Bmythe catehing the di
vine light In both thelr eyes romarks
tacttully:

“l think | may eall this party my
greatest social trinmph.”

It certainly was much talked about

MADE THE CHALLENGE DIRECT
Lawyer's Insinuation Something Court
Could Hardly Ignore.
Chuvles H. Hudson was a lawyer of
remarkable keenness and ability and
well known algo as a  student of
Shakespeare, but he was not a strict
and offensive teetotaller at all hours
of the day, says a writer in the Hoston

Herald,

One day he appeared before Judge
Ladd of the pollce court of Cambridge
In & case Involving no difficult gues.
tions of law, but as Mr, Hudson had
little confidence In the judge’s legal
arquiremaents he cilticlsed his rulings
very sharply, and In a manner easlly
understood by all present,

The judge, with & judieinl look of
sternness, rnised himself from This
chalr and said: “Mr, Hudson, If you
do not speak more reapectfully of the
declslons of this court 1 shall at once
commit you for contempt of court.”

Hudson arose, with a great assump-
tion of dignity, and, ralsing his volce
and head, sald: “Your honor says you
will commit me to Jall for contempt
of your court, I'll bet 85, and put the
money up, that your honor cannot
make out the papers correctly In three
weeks,”

Her Tribute to Spring.

It was one of those recent halmy
afternoons when the weather was
making history for Itself by setting
spring fairly down In the lap of win-
ter, says the New York Press. Down
Fifth avenune she came, a walking em-
blem of mourning from the fluttering
folds of her erepe vell to the tips of
her dull black shoes. But
came to a muddy crossing and lifted
up her black skirt to keep it from be-
Ing soiled & woman acquaintance hur-
rying along to overtalie the mourner
was horrified to eatch something more
than a glimpse of a palr of ankles elad
in grass-green silk stockinga,

“Oh, Jessle,” she whispered, as she
caught up with the woman in black,
“have you any Iden of what you've
come out In? You've got green stock-
Ings on."

“l know 1t cooed the offender,
“You see It was such a lovely day that
I slmply had to put something on that
suggested the springtime., Besldes,
they only show at the crossings.'

Passing of Philadelphia Elms.

Another of the old trees in Inde-
pendence square has suceumbed to the
dry rot of age and been felled by the
woodman's axe. It {8 belleved that it
wus one of the 100 trees planted by
George Morgan In the square in 1786,
All were elms, brought to this city

from New York state at the sugges- |

tion of Samuel Vaughan, who took
an especlal Interest In the square,

The number of large trees in Inde-
pendence square hus of late years
been much reduced by death, decay
and storm. The last slgns of life in
the elm which has just been felled
were noted Inst summer, It was n
nable specimen of itd kind, belng about
three feet In diameter and between
¥ixty and seventy feet high. It will
require many years for the majority
of the irees In  the square, nmong
which 18 the young elm planted by
Gen. Grant, to reach this size.—Phil-
adelphla Public Ledger.

Has Too Many Visitors.
Luther Burbunk, the Callfornia nat-
uralist, has been overrun with vis-
itors during the past year, taking

when she

Instruments of Torture.

“Well,” sald the bridegroom-to-be,
“l suppose you'll be sorry, Willle,
when the time comes for your slater's
wedding ™

“Not mueh!" replied the small bro-
ther. “It will gimme an excuse to
chuck pa’'s slippers away.”

Where He'll Come In.

“Why aren’t you eatin’, Bohby?"

“I won't be hungry for half an hour
yot."

"We'll be through dinner by that
l'mo‘lﬁ

“No, you won't—you'll just about be
gettin'® to the ple”

A Threat.

“8ir," sald the visitor, as he pre-
sented his manuseript, 1 am only a
young author, but—"

“8ir,” Interrupted the hard-hearted
editor, “you'll be a ‘struggling young
author' if you don’'t get out of your
own volitlon Immedintely.”

What He Had Learned,

Jones—I suppose you know more
about that horge yau got of Dencon
Smith last week than when you muade
the trade?

Brown—Yes, and 1 know a lot more
about Deacon Smith now than 1 did
then,

THE ANIMAL

MASQUERADE.

The animals for miles around
Were all nesembled there,

0Old Rhino took Miss Tiger
And the fox the dancing bear.

The ball progressed quite llvely, but
The guests ran for the trees

When big fat Mr,

Hippo

Caused an earthquake with a sneeze,

8ide Lights on History.

The great Chinese wall had been
completed.

"Of course, It won't last forever”
sald the bullder, “but by the time It
becomes n. g. we shall depend on the
boxers and the boycott to keep the
foreign devils out,

Feellng that in any emergency he
could rely upon Mr. Wu to make
things unpleasant for the rascally
Americans, he sat down and ordered
n plate of chop suey.

A Literary Regret.

“You do not take much iaterest in
liternture,” sald the Intellectual young
woman.,

“Yes, 1 do,” answered Mr, Cumrox.
“As a business man I have the highest
respect for it. What 1 object Lo (s see-
Ing 0o many people who are compe
tent to write first-class advertise
ments wasting thelr time on books
and magazine articles."”

In Due Form.

Proprietor (to new bookkeeper)—
Young man, |1 heard you swearing at
the way your predecessor kept the
books, and 1 may as well tell you that

|1 don't Hke profanity and wish to

much valuable time from his experi- i

ments and sclentific work, and
had to eall a halt, A clrenlar
just been lssued by his relatives and
friends, calling atitentlon to the an-
noyance to which he Is subjected al-

has
has

most  dally and requesting the dis
continuance of vislts by the publie
In the year 1905 over 6,000  visitors

were recelved on the Burbank grounds
at Santa Rosa and Mr, Burbank was
given absolutely no  opportunity to
rest. A warning gign has been placed
on each gate at the fesidence declur-
Ing that any one entering or trespaes.
Ing on the grounds will be prosecuted
Gov, Dale's Small Potatoes.

Ex-Gov, George N, Dale of Island
Pond, Vi, had an account against o
Frenchmuan named Felix, for whom b
had rendered some legal service, The
account had ron o long time,  Felix
meeting the governor one day on the
strect, dunned himself in the follow.
Ing mannper: “"Meestaor Guvner, | owes

von beeg bill. When | dig mar per

taters nex' fall, bur gar, 1 pay you."

full the governor wi
neighborbood of Feliy'

Late In the
riding in the

home, and again met Wm.  Stopging
Wig horse, the govern snld, “Fel..,
how abont the potalles?”

"HBar gar, Guvner, those pertaters

| dond turn out 8o beeg's you spected

har darn sdght,”

Springtime’'s Come Again,

O catfish In de eddy,

When de moon s in de fullt
O walermillion ready

Mongs' yo' dewy leaves, to pull!
o) choolles, sugsr roated!

' Wolnen e us mon
Is all done back barfooted

Ca'se do springtime’s come agaln
pPe bullbat "glos to beller

Across do shilmmors hill
“falnt long befo' o Teller

Kin hyvuhb de v buppoorwill
e hnwhk sein roun' en waltches

Do blddies wid de hen
In de doodle-dus’ n-seritehin,

Ca'se ro springlime’s come again

Dirt doubers soon be squealin®,
Bhapin' up delr tmnd,
En o rort or sloepy feolin’
L it gwine along yo' blood,
on doges,
den

THE you lose vo' hglt
En jerks, en wakes up
De fus’ thing dat you kr
Dat de springtime's o

hear no more of It

New Bookkeeper—I1 beg your par-
don, Mr, Trott, 1 was merely—er—
taking the oath of office,

Crafty.

Mrs. Ascum—"Mrs. Phamley has so
many children I don't see how she
manages to get them all looking so
neat and clean every afternoon.'”

Mrs. Hewitt--*Well, she's n shrewd
manager, Just before it's time to
dress them for dinoor she lets them
blow soap bubbles. In that way they
wash themselves."

Of Course,
Peckhom—You've seen D'Auber's
portralt of my wife, eh? Very Ilife

e, lsn't iIt?

Crittick—0h, yves, but it lsn't exact
Iy whit you'd call a speaking likencss,
do you think?

Peckham—Of course
could it be lifelike?

It I8, else how

At the Conclusion.

Homagan—He told me about this
time last year that he hgd arrived at
the conclusion that o trip to Europe
would do him good

Holmes—Yes, and he's there yet,

Homugan—In Europe?

Holmes—No: where hi
when von eaw him

had arrived

George Trumped the Trick.

She—"George, If | agreed to marry
you you'd be kKind to my dog, wouldn't
you?"

He—"Hut you
Jealous | am!"”

She—"Dear
dog to mamma’s

know how insanely

George

I'n send the

Adaptability,
"I obsgerve that you have persnnded
your constituents to think as you do,”
“That's how It looks" anoounced
Benator SBorghum, "but, as a4 mutter
of fact, | have persnaded myself to
think as most of my constituents do.”

Unconscious of Error.

Tippler—8ome of vou fellows don't |

know when you've go! enough
Boozleigh Hile—that' becauge

when we've gol enough we don’t Kknow

anything.—Boston Transeript.

The Practical Maid.

"George always puts things in a bus-
Iness way. Yesterday he accused me
of tempting him to spond so much of
his affection on me that now he Is &
bankrupt in love."

“What did you reply?"

“Oh, I turned him over to pa for ex-

aminatlon |n supplementary proceed-
Ings.”

Leading Up to It.

“I thought you suld you would never
call a child of yours after any great
man?" |

"Well, 1"

“But you have given him the same
name of your bear,”

After that it was easy, of course, to
make the touch,

Often,

Araminta (exhibiting the family
cherub)—Is there anything sweeter
than a baby?

Young Spoonall—Why, | sometimes
think a baby's elghteen-year-old sister
I8 just a Iltrle—-ur——.thlca‘o
American,

A Btep Forward.
"l see where the Hasty Pudding
club proposed an amateur farce.” .
“That's a blg improvement, Most

amateur hasty puddings produce
tragedies,”

Why the Burglar Had a Fit.
“John,” whispered hin wife, shak-
Ing him, “I hear somebody in the}
| basement."
John groped his way, half awake,
to the wall, and bawled down the reg:
Inter:

“You Infernal scoundrel,” he sald,
“after you have satisfied yourself that
there's nothing worth stealing down
there will you please push in the up-
per damper rod of the furnace? 1 for-
got to do "

Then he crawled back into bed
again,

Mourning Cigarettes.

Percy do Flshter created a sensa-
tion at the Ultra club the other night
when he drew forth a clgarette with
a tiny black band printed on the
paper close to the mouthplece.

"My uncle dled yesterday,” he ex-
plained, 1 had those cigarettes spe-
elnlly made with & mourning band.”

He was the object of envy all the
evening.—New York Press.

Within the Reach of All.

Mrs, Ruggins—The Mugginses uo'
talking about going to Burope. [ wish'
we could,

Mr. Buggins—Well, we can.

Mrs. Buggine—How you talk; you*
know we oan’t afford to go abroad,

Mr. Buggins—But you sald the Mug-
ginges were talking about it; there's
nothing cheaper than talk,

The Other Side.
Backed by publie opinton, they went
flat-hunting with proud confidence,
The Park manslons pleased them.,
“But do you,” they sald to the land-
lord, “object to children?"
“Dear, no,” the man replied. “There
are already sixty-seven In the house.”

And yet, strangely enough, they
looked olsewhere,
Marks of Esteem.
“I thought Rlchley BSkinner was

quite a popular citizen of your town."
“Who told you that?"
“Well, 1 was told he had won many
marks of esteem from his fellow
citizens." )
“Yes, dollar-marks.”

A Surface View.

“A funny thing happened at the de-
partment office the other day. A man
who wished to put an application for
a position on file sent his photograph
nlong with his application.”

“Posslbly he wished to be taken at
his face value.”

Also a Reformer.

“Dey're sendin' a lot o' grafters to
Jall" remarked Meandering Mike.

“I'm glad of It answered Plodding
Pete,  “If dis high<class patronage
keops comin’ In maybe de wardens
will wake up an’' lmprove de accom-
modations.”

The Falr Sex.
Knicker—Women are Inconsistent,
Bocker—Yes; the same one who

excuses her son with “boys will be
boys"” won't let her husband be one
of the boys.

A Degree of Existence.
Hewilt—You llve at a boarding
house, 1 belleve?
Jewett—You flatter me when you
say “live.”
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Puarson—=Good morning, Mrs. Stu
Mra, Stubblos—'E's 'ome, sir; bu
Parson—How |s it that he didn't
we must hive our hearts In the righ
Mrs, Stubbins—Lor' slr, 'Is 'eart’

QUITE IMPORTANT.
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bbins. Is your husband home?"
t 'e's a-bed.
come to church on Sunday? You know 1
L place, .
# all right,  It's 'Is trowsers.

pilioua - or

Where Was the Harm.
“Here, sit!"” shouted Popley at his
T-year-old, “take that cigar stump out
of your mouth. How dare you?"
"Why, when you throwed it away |
thought you was done with 11" replied
the youngsier, with a surprised air,

Fianclally Speaking.
Miss Wise—The word “sterling” as
| applied 1o English money seems 1o he
lost In obscurity.
Mr. Short—Yes, and so Ig the word
| “money,"” as far ag | am concerned.

Wanted Universal Peace.
“"Perking has separated from his
wife and gone to live In bachelor
L apnrtmenty.” H
“What "4 he do that for?”
“He s 1 he couldn't live without !
some of the conforts of home."—Life.
Gid-Fashioned Simplicity. l
“Our dads were a lo! of mossbacks,
| weren't they?"
I “'Deed they were, Why, those old
'chann used to actually think that the ]
|"Black Crook' was Indecent”




